and his three daughters.

He cannot fpeake for weeping: for Gods loue, come.
Let vs refrefll him with ibme needfull things.
And at more leyfiire we may better know.
Whence fprings the ground of this ynlookt for wo*

Cam. Come,, father, e're we any further talke,
You (hall refrefll you after this weary walk. Exeunt\ m&net   1140

Sag. Comes he to me with finger in the eye,         Ragan*
To tell a tale againft my fifter here ?
Whom I do know, he greatly hath abufde:
And now like a contentious crafty wretch,
He firft begins for to complayne hirnfelfe,
When as Wrnfelfe is in the greateft fault.
lie not be partial in my fitters caufe,
Nor yet beleeue his doting vayne reports:
Who for a trifle (fafely) I dare fay,

Vpon a fpleene is ftolen thence away:                                  1150

And here (forfboth) he hopeth to haue harbour.
And to be inoan'd and made on like a child:
But ere't be long, his comming he Ihall curfe,
And truely fay, he came from bad to worfe:
Yet will I make fayre weather, to procure
Conuenient meanes, and then ile ftrike it fure.    Exit.

Enter MeJJenger Jolus.                                  #r, At>

Mef. Now happily I am arrioed here,
Before the ftately Palace of the Cambrian King:
IfJLeir be here fafe-feated, and in reft,                                 n^o

To rowfe him from it I will do my beft.     Enter R&gan.
Now bags of gold, your vertue is (no doubt)
To make me in my meflage bold and flout.
The King of heauen preferae your Maiefty.
And fend your Highnefle euerlafting raigne.

jRa. Thanks,good my friend; but what imports thy meflage?

Mef. Kind greetings from the Cornwall Queene;
The refidue thefe letters will declare.

She opens the Utters.

How fares our royall fifter ?                                     i r/o

I did leaue her at my parting, In good health,
She reads the ktterjfrofwnes andJtamps.

E                            See